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IDear  reader,
I am  a  Scot,  born  in  Doun,  in  the  earldom  of  Monteith,
near  Edinburgh,  in  November  1774,  in  an  era  when  hostility
to  the  English,  as  celebrated  by  Walter  Scott,  was  not  an
empty  word:  we  were  still  smarting  under  the  loss  of  our
independence  in  1707.  The  defeat  at  Culloden,  where  my
pro-Catholic  Jacobite  compatriots,  allied  to  France,  had
fought  against  the  English  army  backed  by  the  Church  of
England  in  an  attempt  to  win  back  our  sovereignty,  was
as  recent  as  1746!  And  the  policy  of  more  or  less  forced
emigration  to  America  that  followed  was  still  going  on.
Fortunately,  I  know  now  that  my  bonny  darling  Scotland  is
thinking  of  throwing  off  the  Sassenach  yoke. .  .
My  father  was  an  Episcopalian  minister.  He  died  early,
when  I  was  only  5,  leaving  three  brothers  in  their  mother’s
care.  Her  extraordinary  presence  and  personality  set  us
in  good  stead:  each  of  us  had  his  talents  nurtured  to  the
utmost  point.  John,  the  second  eldest,  became  a  surgeon,
and  a  mentor  to  me,  his  younger  brother.  It  was  thanks  to
him  that,  after  ﬁrst  studying  the  arts,  I  went  on  to  anatomy
and,  becoming  his  assistant  at  the  age  of  15,  was  already
giving  lectures  to  a  hundred  or  more  students!
Victim,  like  my  brother,  of  endless  vexations  from  our
charming  colleagues,  who,  for  example,  had  us  banned  from
the  Royal  Inﬁrmary,  in  1804  I  was  obliged  to  leave  Edinburgh
(a  city  where  growth  and  renewal  were  in  full  swing)  for  Lon-
don.  This  was  ‘‘a  bit  of  cheek’’  on  my  part:  in  those  days,  it
was  not  exactly  fashionable  to  be  a  pure  blooded  Scotsman
in  the  capital  of  the  British  Empire.  I  was  greatly  helped,
however,  by  the  publication  of  the  Anatomy  of  Expression,
which,  thanks  to  my  very  real  feeling  for  beauty,  was  to  be
the  companion  of  a  whole  generation  of  artists,  and  by  the
patronage  of  persons  of  inﬂuence.  By  marrying  Miss  Marion
Shaw  in  1811,  I  secured  the  ardent  support  of  her  family,
and  became  titular  surgeon  at  the  Middlesex  hospital,  on  a
comfortable  salary  (an  important  point  for  a  Scot!).
At  that  time,  the  ﬁght  was  on  against  the  tyrannizer
of  Europe,  a  certain  Napoleon.  I  went  abroad  to  care
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unshot  wounds.  The  paintings  from  life  that  I  did  then  are
till  famous  to  this  day.  Following  the  battle  of  Waterloo,
 operated  for  three  days  and  three  nights  in  a  row,  until
 dropped:  300  operations!  I can  admit  the  bravery  of  the
rench  soldiers  in  their  adversity,  but  was  still  struck  by
heir  cruelty  and  bestiality,  which  was  the  reason  for  my
atred  of  these  trained  bandits.
On  my  return,  I  opened  the  Windmill  Street  School  of
natomy.  Much  of  my  work  focused  on  the  nerves  and
he  brain.  An  Idea  of  a New  Anatomy  of  the  Brain, which
 published  in  1811  (in  one  hundred  copies,  at  my  own
xpense!),  became  the  reference  in  its  ﬁeld.  In 1820,  the
ear  in  which  my  brother  John  died,  the  Frenchman  Franc¸ois
agendie  (who,  in  the  ORL  ﬁeld,  described  the  physiology
f  swallowing  and  the  key  role  played  by  the  superior
aryngeal  nerves)  developed  my  work,  which  he  knew  from
y  student  and  brother-in-law  John  Shaw.  Later,  in  1828,
hen  the  University  of  London  was  launched,  my  own  school
as  incorporated  into  King’s  College,  where  I  took  the  Chair
f  Physiology.  The  atmosphere  there  prompted  the  dandy
hat  I had  always  been  (just  look  at  my  portrait!)  to  resign
nd  move  into  private  practice.  Very  well-connected  and  at
ast  enjoying  the  recognition  of  my  peers,  I was  awarded  the
rst  Medal  of  the  Royal  Society  and  was  knighted  by  William
V  in  1831.  Growing  old,  at  least  in  my  own  eyes,  and  not
onsidering  London  a  good  place  to  die,  I  went  back  to  Edin-
urgh  in  1836  to  devote  myself  to  ﬂy-angling  and  open  a  new
fﬁce,  which  more  or  less  folded  despite  my  being  renowned
cross  Europe  as  the  greatest  scientist  of  all  times.
I  was  thus  anatomist,  surgeon  and  physiologist.  I
escribed  the  Mona  Lisa  syndrome  (you  know?—a  residual
ontracture  of  the  facial  muscles  that  is  sometimes  left
fter  recovery  from  bilateral  facial  paralysis,  and  to  which
 attributed  the  famous  smile). In  the  ﬁeld  of  ORL,  I gave
y  name  to  the  peripheral  facial  paralysis  that  the  French
efer  to  as  ‘‘a  frigore’’,  as  well  as  to  one  of  its  signs.
I  died  in  North  Hallow,  Worcestershire,  on  April  28,  1842,
nd  I  was  (Fig.  1).  .  .
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Figure  1  Sir  Charles  Bell.
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